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'^M The Boys Are Coming Home 



It's almost been a year since I've done one of these. Many times I have thought to 
r^ust give it up all together. I haven't been writing like I used to. but have 
accumulated some work over time and I thought to mesh it all together here. In the time 
that I last did an issue. I moved to Dayton. OH and have come back 6 months later. Just] 
enough time to spend the winter and spring in a new place. Dayton was ridiculously 
boring but the isolation proved to help me out find do some re-evaluating in the long 
run. I left right when I started to establish there, but I li ke the idea of never beini 
t oo comfortable. It stir s things up a bit., 
And here it is the end of ' 




I cut my travels short and decided to come home for some reason. As soon as I stepped] 
foot in the door I knew I made a big mistake. In all of that I can't help but feel 
guilty for not living up to what I said I would do. I said I would travel with my 
friend Nik who came over from England. We barely spent any time together at all in 1 
Minneapolis. There was so much going on on both sides that it never fully came 
together. I know that he is taking care of himself some where in these States and ' 
guess that's all that matters.^ \*S\ yfLilJlKI. ■ MWli 




Anyway, i nope you get sometMng ^ gf 

WiSA m i ii Hi \T\'M — » *x?.ynT,?«l - alw *ys write back 




from 75 
the first 






It has taken me a few days to decide if I even want to recount the events of Old Barn fest '99. There is so much I want to remember, 
to carry with me until the magic happens again next summer. And I'm hoping that it does... (I warn, not necessarily in any order 
because that is too much of a task to conjure up!!) ^i^.^^S^S^^K^^^^'^^^r* 

_ J* 3 ™ Was^Camp Minneapolis". j^^" ATI ^^*SB 



I home. 




aaa 



-Old Barn Was sleeping^until 4 PM Saturdav then finding mvself in the rain ^ormSoake.l an H c^j^'^^^^ 

onejhat got stuck in the mud the next dav. * S, " ,Dg m a steam - v car - «ie same 



-Old Ba 
jis one ol 



-Old Barn 



as meeting Batz from Israel who wrote mea letter o'nce"and I never wrote back Now tO^Uyl^SnTubfc^ 
b^t p e op le I came into contact with. ; ^*-~ - ^ ,,., . x - - (; .- : . % -,.. .. ^ ..... .. ,/ ^gZ^!^ l„„- 

Was getting to see ^i^!9!Saf&&S£Sk^ia^S& Sharing "to the intensity of the sounds* 







SiOT 



[promise 

|-Old Barn Was people watching in our awesome bunk above the front seatsfor the weekend, totally contt 



BB removed upthere above the people outside and thepissed stained bed and caked dirt below.~JS8fc=f#3i«5 

1-Old Barn Was meeting ^^^^n^^^^^^^^^^^^:^'-. iS^T&Em^M 



content and *'V^ : 



e to 



««Ut IJj 



^j^ftiiCSii. ^ as t ne dust storm blowing garbage and tents awav, totally not believing my eyes. ^LLq 



see Calloused in thcfr^fiiii^~ 



^f 13*1 Barn Was hanging out with Eric (who isn't ^)!^SS7fSSffS m ^r^^iM^m 
^>if" Dmitri again, getting good food from Allen from Baltimore " A «. JL ~!T drunk aftcr «iealT 3 vS 




^!^!^eeting, pwi ^||| 



un again. gciuu» »uuu iuvu num /vuen irom Baltimore ^' «» A ailcr aiieast . 

^l-OTd£rTw^nfffl^^ »5^^ 

^^came out because I br^e th e fucker .grrrr S L-r - \lT m tf ^^^ ^ the ° 

^SS - ol ^ arn was Karen wno wouldn't leave the camper, frustrating me '^^S!SffS^^&^' 

_ ~ A — !,tL '; in mi Mi « ||||i | - r j mr rmmm 

5";~* ;^?i -Old Barn Was miSSino all nf fhp lvin.lv arrant «V»- I I : :_' :.j- .._»:i »i_ _ 



amper, which later never 'fPfe 



^gfcg jb j gipt for 4, lounging in our ride until the sunset (I knew I was leaving soon...) 



'M bul Z T* v T"' a " d " h , e SCa ° f PUDkS Wh ° raiSCd r ' S,S '» "n^TUa'tcLing icra.ch .rip iJSlGfiSgu, curb tolVV 

D arm watching the car torch and blow, completely immersed in flames and hoping there wasn't anvnne 



ras arm in arm watching the car torch and blow, completely immei 
I a girl passed out in it and bcin 

U'niilHn't Ko I i .... --■ 



f.'fi-^V •• — o -"•"> »~« »>»ivu miu uiun, Mini |iuun iiuiiicisku 111 n >■ »uu uu r""ft *"*" 

vkig&i inside, (later finding out there was a girl passed out in it and being pulled out just before it blew,€ggl^*g 





ch said and he faintly caught it in and 

,and.;jSip 



HnTTdTjokes with everyone, Trankenmjsqj^ and 






-Old B^rnwas partners in crime, sharing in the mayhem with someone C "^"'" V 'T"_ ' x " MlP^af^^Pi^ ^ O 
having him phvsicallv put me in the car because 1 wasn't rcady_to \e*szj£g&* f Ul <1 /Q JW/ Qj 
Tdid gr n was Keise y giving EeTEeS for'thrro^dtven though .he_doesn t drink./ W/ 4-^ 



roaa even muug" »«- ■ - # -^_ 

and we left. Kelsev, me, and some awesome couple fr6m Washington state, we pulled away and I saw the lights inside the 
camper and watched as he shut the door. It was over, and although I don't remember much I knew that was a given. I made H and 
that's all that mattered. There is nothing more intense and overwhelming, nothing that makes you want to embrace it all, but pu. 
them away at the same time. One weekend out of the year and we are set loose like the animals that we are. They were talking 
about extending it another day, but that would only lead to a community bout of alcohol poisoning, which 1 

- m port-o-let. 



them away at the same time. One weekend out of the year and we are set loose like the animals mai we are. umg, -» ~T» ' " ' 

y, but that would only lead to a community bout of alcohol poisoning, winch 1 discovered 1 had later Q 
es successful with no casualties, save for that car and a tipped over port-o-let. yikes! see ya next^ ^ 



— with the ,ocal law because 1 , 
of the stolen and torched car. Also some kid was stabbed in the eye. It's really devastating to hear situations like these after 
something that seemed so magical. All good things must come to an end I suppose. But hopefully we can find another palace to do It i 
next summer. Hope to see you there! !)ps..o\ A fearn te-W rvin^ VV^oc\ ^uivVwve face Vrac^So \y \>jO^V\kV cJ^^I 



"I'm Not Down" 

Lee forced his way through the bar, pushing past beer-dangling scenesters and cutting through cigarette smoke. The 
street never felt so wide open before and he lit a smoke. It was one of the first crisp nights of seeing one's own breath. 
He shoved his hands in his jean pockets and headed down Brown. 

Even at a block away Lee couldn't escape the pulse of the bar and the shitty band inside with a singer who sounded 
more like a wounded animal than a Johnny Lyden impersonation, following it was the sound of a bottle smashing and 
a piercing scream. * 

'Fucking punk rockers," he mumbled and stuck a key in a rusty gate door. He stumbled down a stone walkway, 
disoriented from too many expensive beers put on some forgotten tab. 

His apartment held only the bare essentials; a record player, a mattress, and always a bottle of Beam. With the 
Clash on the stereo, Lee slunk back against the wall and closed his eyes. 'Eighteen years ago tonight..." trailed in his 
thoughts. Eighteen years since his first show as a zit faced fifteen year old. And this was some sense of celebration? 
Getting inebriated at the bar that held his first punk rock wet dream? Eighteen years as he looked around that bar at 
the faces he knew wouldn't even last eighteen months. But before the old and bitter hardcore rants flowed he spared 
them and left the dump as fast as he could. : 'f ''■-. 

"It ain't like it used to be," he said and drank heavily from the bottle. It hit the hard wood floor with a thud and he 
swiped the 9 next to it. "ain't like it used to be " 

Down at Stag's some kids with stamped hands sat out front smoking on the stoop. Amongst the clatter and their 
friend's band playing inside, there was the distinct sound of a gunshot. One anonymous faced perked up. 

"Fucking gangsters," he said. 



'So you rock around and think that you're the toughest- in the world, the whole wide world- but you're streets away 
from where it gets the roughest- You ain't been there..." The Clash 

-Pedestal- 

I sit high atop this _4- 

seif-prescribed pedestal *" £. _* 

refusing to see it any other way KT> 5 

I will move into your life *0 ? 

squeeze your spurting will Q / 

and lap up it's paralysis. >J 

I have you by the throat ^ 3 

in this leathery grip <* J> 

Dangle you like the ornament you are to me. q O 

It's a compliment to rny~overall dominion. D S- 

And I'll make sure that you never leave ^ 

etching my mark into the walls C 

of your skull Q "^ 

deep and grating with these black talons. S ^— 

Licking at the sweat of your stress ^ 

my love, suck, power, lust, fuel. 2. ^> 

You are my fool. -^ "^ 

Dare not react ~5 

or I'll sink deep with these gnashing teeth. -3 c - 

This is might in it's purest form. . 

The act of absorption ^ £* 

and maybe I'll let you feed off of my skin £. . - 

when I see your frame weaken "5 

gray eyes veiled and sunken. O " 

This is my script v " O __, 

your silence my soundtrack -^- ^ 

high atop this v/> ^ 

I self-prescribed pedestal 

I refusing to see it any other way. 

( I need you. 




UNDER THE FLOOR WERE THE BIGGEST 



WERE FATTENING THEM UP TO EAT. 



"Tv^re, dnnV,i^ cv dnVvV- 



It's scary how we witness the downfall. We see the end and aren't even conscious 
until later with a big. "Oh yeah, I saw that coming." Sad really, to watch friends and 
blood self destruct. I can't even fathom the idea of letting myself go to shit, yet we 
watch people do it so freely every fucking day. wow. Sometimes I almost have a sick 
sort of respect for them. To not care. To be free willed. It sounds like a nice 
simplistic way to be. It's fascinating. But that's only the glamour, the "heroin sheik"t 
like its a look to strive for. It is. But hey it's all natural, baby. p-Yv\fe£ 
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HOT WATER MUSIC INTERVIEW WITH CHUCK (VIA MAIL) v 

!ea , ntM?«I, l !n nterVie ^ S . a 5* dated fTOm Febmary '"■ Since then the V have P ut °ut another ful 
legnth LP No Division" that changes their tune a bit and experiments with extra drumming vocals 

Cn.Z 9UlUr ' ' thjnk * IS S ° fUCki " 9 amazin 9 and their best stuff 5«t. Definitely check S) 

p^^sss^r^ m«sicks di r ' w - "-■ — 

\ Chns Wollard- guitar and voice, Chuck Ragan- g SvoSrA drUmS ', Jason B,ack - bass . 

- ^.r"..'^ 1 .-,!^ ""* ^" d »» ^ ' g ^ere was a - batt , e - over » h e , it ,e w„h gT 

Sl*|! Tf* 5 °;;° We a " dealt Wi,h ■ iTOludi "9 Var * No ,dea and Sean eZeatthe toe 
Item ™£ rianKS^Tw' "* * *! f" FuC * fr ° m * So ' " ec0 ^ ' «* «e aV 

| E >»,. rl ..,,„ rm „ >M ,.^i.j„ = ;» 



particularly about "220 years' 



M: Who writes your lyrics? Are they collectively written? I was wonderin< 

^ Could you explain the meaning behind it?f| ■■■■ WLm 

muS^S^S!? °VT'? % P art «^y wrote. But for the most part Chris and I do^ite a 

CSffi ^CSS:^^!!^: I- g?I «" " g -*;; 3 - we,, as a way to breaK ' 

££££ " r f my ° ng ° in9 batt ' eS When ' wr1te out W ideas « Soals of how to "e or to cTne £ 

Jtimes overwMrne^and sometimes I don't h ave a clue. But I aNvays do my best to pSSSf bacTon 
pack. Thanks for asking. 
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M: There are songs such as "North and South" that lead into yourtouringexperiences^ha^re you gain- J 
ing from traveling and playing different places? Have you had any Interesting learning experiences tha« 
stand out in your mind? M 

C: I don't even know how to put it into words how much we have gained and learned in all of our travels. We've A 
seen and been so many places and we have taken something home from each of them. It hasn't all been M 
pleasant. If anyone has ever been on extended road trips they will tell you that it's not wonderful all of .~™™( 

the time- especially when you're broken down in the desert sun with a smelly group of people just as &3j$ ■■ j 

hungry and as tired as you are. In whole our trips have been nothing but inspirational. The people and the. 4 %/■ \ j 
communities we have met and become a part of has helped us better understand and help ourselves, our . ". -' ; ' ' 
family, our friends, and our own community. There isn't much thai s more beautiful than that. Alot of / ■&£ »1 
situations stand out in my mind but I couldn't discredit any of them by sharing another because I've '• *^5Ja 

learned from them all. '-'■^'■i i f !t "I 

M: In particular, what did you think of the warehouse gig in Columbus.OH (this past Dec'98)? I think "if we 
learn how to let it go. feels good connecting with the union all singing full hearted, frustrated, but 
backed up by my friends" was the best way to describe it That show started off very separated and 
categorized but it went and turned a 180 on us when HWM played. Do you feel a strong connection? I 
really felt like us as an audience, and you as a band came together and fed off eachother's energy. Am 
I crazy? Do you agree, and if so, does this happen offer gt HWM shows? : 

C: I totally agree and fully believe in the full circle cycle energy at shows. What I mean by that is the move- 
ment, expression, or voices of all peoples exchanging continuously. That is communication and that is 
groundbreaking. I speak to all like minds when I say that I believe we can overcome anything that ob- 
structs out personal freedom if we simply come together with open eyes, ears, and minds. Collectively 
contributing our work, devotion, desire, and energy to change for the better. I loved that show from the 
start. Not just because we had room to skate all over the inside of that place but the simple fact of how 
it was set up. The bands away from the wall and further away from the ceiling. Everyone creating a full 
circle facing eachother dead in the eyes, singing and dancing our hearts out. It was intense. That night 
was an ideal show for me. 

M: What are influences, musically and through writing that fuel inspiration for you? 

C: Inspirations range from everything to everything else. Influences are close to the same. We try our best 
to listen to everything. Not just music, but everything. And I know I've found rhythm in all of it. Trains 
trees, rivers, fans, or washing machines. I'm sure it sounds hokey but if you listen carefully you will find 
a song in everything As far as writings go we all read a huge variety of stuff. Lately I've been reading 
another one of Daniel Quinn's works. The sequel to •Ishmael" a fictional book of a map of our human culture and why we are" 

the way we are today. If you care at all or are opposed to what our culture has - p*&M 

become from the start, I highly recommend his work. Full of alternative ideas that have been here all along -lijB 

but forgotten by most. JSll 

M: Okay, so what got you into punk in the first place? Did you grow up in Gainesville? Have you had strong 
people, radical thinkers, punk rockers, etc. to influence you or give you a "push" into the scene? Or were 
you on your own with the ideas and music? 

C: Rebellion. I grew up in a strict southern Baptist home. I was never allowed to listen to the radio and I 
thought that old people were the only ones with records until I started skating. That is where it all be- 
gan. I hung out with a lot of older punks and skinheads and none of us gave a shit about any scene. 
I guess we sort of had our own actually. It seems that it was a lot harder then to be a punk or even a 
free thinker for that matter. Maybe the age or maybe because it hadn't hit the mainstream charts. 
Who knows? All I know is that it wasn't easy being different. I'm not saying it is now but getting into 
punk rock then for me meant turning my back on my parents, leaving home, and quitting school and try- 
ing to survive my own way. All because none of it seemed right. Everywhere I went I got nothing but put 
down, stepped on, accused, or made fun of. I don't blame a lot of people for doing so because I was a shit 
little bastard. Now people are sending me letters and asking me questions! 

M: I talked with some of your band who say they attend college. What are they studying? Do you work? 
What kind of jobs does the band have? And what are future aspirations? 

C: Chris is in community college now and Jason has graduated with an English major but plans to go back. 
I'm the only one in the band that is working right now mainly because I enjoy it. I do carpentry work when 
I'm home. Lately I've been helping a man build his own house on the outskirts of Gville. Where I'm building ' 
is a plot of 160+ acres which was collectively bought by a small group of environmentalists who plan to 
live on small areay of the land while leaving and preserving the rest as common land. They are all into 
living as self-sufficiently as possible. Which has really set me off on my own goals which are pretty much 
the same. I believe in independence to the fullest extreme. I believe in complete self sufficiency, and of- 
course I need my freedom. One day I hope to have a family of my own in a community of like-minded in- ■ 
dividuals to grow old with. All of which is just a frame of my dreams. 

M: How do you measure success?Do you believe in the idea of having a "career" to be successful? 

C: That to me would be success. To beat the gameby not even bothering with the game. I have no care to 
single out a career because I have no care to become stuck in it. As far as how I measure success, it is 
definitely not by large bills in my wallet , executive positions, or fancy status symbo ls. Burn it all. Th'em ore 
money the more problems. How j measure success is how I feel at the time. Now for instance, I'm on top jflMj* 
of the world, I just married the love of my life, music is making the world go round and I'm listening, I have 
2 beautiful Airedales who love me, and I'm doing exactly what I want and care to be doing every single day| 
ofmylif^Tome, that is success, and I couldn't and wouldn't ask for anything else (well except for a 
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M: Would you take the "opportunity" is a major label asked you to sign? Do you consider it "selling out" if an 
underground act decides to go on MTV, radio, etc.? 

C: No we wouldn't. But I can't say that we never would. I don't think that it's selling out by having a release 
on a major, or even by being on MTV or the radio. In my personal life I support and shop for independent music in locally owned 
stores. I hate television and refuse to even own one. And when I listen to the radio 
I listen to local pirate stations. But I'll be looking for the new Johnny Cash. If Midnight Oil were around I 
would see them, even if I had to pay 5 times what I normally pay for shows. I think a lot is overlooked as 
far as what these people are about and what they truly are. Granted, allot of the major label games are 

fucking bullshit, which I why I have no care to deal with anything of that sort in my life right now. But I can't i 

say I never would. Alot of bands make the stupid mistake of jumping at ".vhatever they can get, blinded by the dollar signs and 
their won name in lights, they'll sign the dotted line in their own blood while not figuring the outcomes. They fuck themselves and 
later find out they have not an ounce of control. In the meantime forgetting where they've come from and how they got there. 
M: How about the future of HWM? Any releases or tour/fest plans? 

C: As far as new records and tours go, we have a live record recorded at our old home away from home "the Hardback:" coming 
out on No Idea. A new full length record coming out on Some records hopefully in May. 

2- 7" 's that are new on No Idea next month. A split CD and 12" with the amazing rock gods, Leatherface I 

from England out on BYO this summer. If all goes well. As well as a singles comp of all 7"'s, unreleased stuff and demos. AK 
Press benefit comp, Government Issue ccrno, and a bunch of other junk. We are road A'arriors all over again this summer. 
Hopefully we can get through these withoui breaking up this time' Starting at the end or May- 6 week US tour with Leatherface,;*: 
week Japanese and Hawaii tour, 3 or so 

week European tour with As Friends Rust from Gainesville End of March we'll be at the Detroit fest. 

That's all I can remember right now. Anyway hope to see you around. Take care and thankyou for writing 

I truly appreciate your interests. -Chuck Ragan 

(I wanted to take the time here to say massive thanks to Chuck for the interview, and don't worry- 1 don't think it's too long! It's fantastic. And I 
really appreciate the quick reply. I send out interviews, sometimes with stamps just to insure a response, and never get one. fuck that. I don't 
care how busy you are. If anything I would consider it an honor. We have these "rock stars" in this scene, who aren't even on the highest 
regards, but still feel too above (or unmotivated) to answer to a measly interview. And then you have guys like Chuck, in bands who are really 
out there, well known, popular, whatever, and don't let it get to their heads It is like family. These motherfuckers are so real and I couldn't 
thank them enough.) HWM- \V©>4U) JrS^SUfrfcH 
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Ten of This Ish: 



-Amebix "Monoli th"on vinyl 

(thanks to Nik!) 

-Metal Massacre comp tape 

-Hot Water Music "No Division 

-Old Barn fest '99 

-•Road Music' Truck Drivin' comp 

-Ryan's '74 Chevy Camper 

-Word Salad doing 'Maiden covers 

(complete with the wails) 

-React and From Ashes Rise @0ld Barn 

-Calloused in costume! 

-Skynrd's "gold and platinum" LP's 
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Hatchet Zines 
Antipathy- #4$1.25/pobll703/eugene.or/97440. -Now this is a zine that's content is hard to 
come by these days but very appreciated. Mike tells mishap train tales, the ruckus of the '98 
Asylum test, a write-up on punk names, another on fascism, a column on the current state of hobo- 
core, stuff on sex and how masturbation saved his ass while riding the highline in bitter Oct. 
Plus reviews, the 5 "punkest places to live" in north america and more! 

Big Bloodbath of Excitement- #2f ree/pob775/slatersv\lle . ri /02876 . -ahh, an "all metal" 
edition. Matt did a wonderful job here depicting the true culture of the metal world -the serious 
and the hilarious. Articles on being a teenage metalhead. diaries of metal shows (Exhumed, 
Motorhead. Manowar, and Ratt..). Stuff on X-tian metal, a hilarious guide to identifying 4 types 
of metalheads, a comic, and even a fold out poster of Lemmy! In the words of my friend Darryl 
"Kick Axe!" 

Dead City- #3$??/pobl9083/pi tts ., pa/ 15213 . -Here is a small zine that a friend sent and I 
really love it. First of all there are no interviews, no reviews.. It is just 3 amusing stories 
about Canadian drinking, drinking in Pittsburgh, and even more drinking in Pittsburgh. That may 
not sound so interesting but there are funny stories behind them and I don't want to give 
anything away. All are in the 3rd person ncwever it saems he has experienced at least one of 
these stories first hand. It's a quick and inspiring read. 

(Those of) No Allegiance- #3$l/230garland#2/day ton, oh/45403. -This is Frank's last full issue 
of NA. It is an elaborately hand-drawn comic book style story of his true life experiences as a 
marine in the Gulf War. It's 39 pages of raw and guttural intensity depicting the reality of the 
situation- from the first kill, to watching a friend die, to flash forwarding to '99, and to punk 
and the farcical pc beliefs. My favorite line: "Hell hath much furyand hell was just kids with 
fully automatic weaponry and more than enough blood to last a lifetime. . and fear. .killing 
men.. for no other reason, no other cause than survival... From this day forth I will never be the 
same- I didn't want to kill anyone but I wanted to die here even less". I can't say enough of how 
proud I am to see him put this out. Definitely not your typical zine, format, or content. 
I Hate You- #7 $?/14 easton ave.#207/new brunswick.nj /08901- Probably the best most personal 
zine I've ever read. Within this half-sized ditty is the on-going story of a friendship gone 
totally sour. There is a good lesson learned here- something to think about before you move 
cross-country to live with a friend you thought you knew. Also includes other stories about a 
horrific sight as a young child in NYC. her feelings on child abuse, etc etc. Throughout this, 
she breaks up her friendship story, and it makes reading it even more enjoyable. Worth it! 
Potatoe- #3 $l/poboxl891/f ayettevi lie . ar/72702- 1891- I really enjoyed this read. Robert is a 
great writer and focuses on personal stories in here. Some include a run-in with the cops on a 
late night walk, breaking into an abandoned building and getting caught, swimming in Oklahoma, a 
seein' red show review, a fictional story, and a lot more. He focuses on the small town aspects 
and it makes this zine even more personal, dig it. 

Mangelslakt- #1 $2/pob580402/mpls , mn/55458-0402 - Here's another zine slanted more on the 
crust-punk side, which is rare these days. There are interviews with CFDL, Disclose, etc. A 
section dedicated to Japanese hardcore and a guide to Hong Kong films. A few columns, recipes and 
other good stuff. A very rad effort for their first issue, check it out! 

In Abandon- #4 $2?/pob82192/tampa , f 1/33682- I read this while on a rode trip to the East coast 
and it fit very well for that. It is a travel diary of sorts. All recounts of a summer spent on 
the rode. Lots of caffeine and adrenaline, and trust me he'll tell you that alot in here! Some of 
it seems to repeat itself, it is definitely a wordy zine and needs all of your attention, but 
thats why I like it so much. I really got to fantasizing about the editor and what he must be 
like. Then I had a run in with him in Providence and he wasn't what I expected. It was sort of 
disappointing to read something so inspiring and find out they are totally different in person. 
Maybe it was bad timing? who knows? But it doesn't stop me from really enjoying his work. 
Cometbus- anything!! $2/pobox4726/berkeley ,ca/94704- Only in the past couple years have I 
really immersed myself in Cometbus. I recommend anything that Aaron graces us with. He is 
probably my favorite writer in the world! All of his stories are so unique in his simplistic 
format. He pulls you in with not too much or too little description. What is so intriguing is 
that he doesn't dwell on punk and punk namedropping, etctec. He writes about individual people 
and about his travels and life in general. Completely inspiring. It makes me wish I could write 
so well and make my life look interesting! My favorite of all has to be his European travels in 
#36, every bit of it seems like an adventure, even in the down times. Definitely get intouch with 
^^ k i ■ -T - have ja ft Bin, wanted ..to wr.ite „hjm_but,have .been .intimidated L_s_ilVy me. „_ -se^*"* 
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EDUCATE, AGITATE, 

COMMUNICATE & ORGANIZE 

m i ii ■ 

We need to Join hands, hearts A minds together to take our flrst/i 
prou<t ftjfs tomrds litirto <fe real eonfrol over our own lives. 



^Tlk % 1^^ Unpredictable 
Inspiration is extremely rare these days. I don't know why. I'm feeling the pressure, and I've felt the 
alienation, too bad when you find out someone you care for is so fucking superficial. I guess that 
could apply to a lot of people in my life. 

I hate to say anything before it happens. I don't want to predict or make plans. I guess it's a sick 
little phobia I have that something terribly wrong could happen before the wonderful plans take 
place. Don't count on anything. I don't want to use anyone or depend on anything, because it 
happens that fast and it's a serious thought 

•o 

I think a lot about punk and how things seem to get so stagnant. I feel like it was time for this to die 
anyway, to crash and burn. It's the only way that we can reinvent it Give this whole idea a time to 
rest, instead of regurgitating the same shit over and over. We have been chewing at the same cud for | 
too long. And it's time to lay it to rest awhile. 

and that's where I know we will get our inspiration. Maybe this is the natural course of things, the I 
time to weed out the bad, shake off the extra weights, because the stagnation can only make the ones 
who stick with it: stroller, give them a clean slate, a fresh canvas to create what hasn't been before, 
this feels iike the caia: bef ore the st orm, in all aspects of life, it's going to get crazy here. It's going 
to be the true test " ^^*^BL n ' / '9}&' " 
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, The hardest part of Living is just making it through 
the night. Rope left empty and slack. Razor clean and dn 
(the porcelain tub never cleaned so white or tauntingly 
thankful). The chambers may not be empty, but the barrel isl 
cold and no smoke has stirred. Go ahead, count the 
rounds-there are no empty shells tonight. Leave the oven 
cool and it's door shut. There's no tube stuck in the car 
window and no brick to weigh heavy on the pedal. I don't 
have anywhere to go tomorrow, but why waste the gas-? 
(C'mon, how is That a waste of gas?) There's not even any 
fingerprints on the mirror of the bathroom medicine 
cabinet— not even recreational ones. So many choices. it 
is so hard to just make it through the night. ^^ sirfcUcwid 



Kentucky Bourbon and Blue Grass 

His hand rested on her thigh as she clasped the bra straps back togeth< 

She rubbed her tired eyes and scratched her head, then back to her face, covered with cupped 
palms. A loud sigh escaped, long with exhaust. She bent down to pull up her socks. Shoes 
slipped on and he rubbed her back. He felt her skin, fingered the spine, and back to her thigh. 
The room was dark, smothered with black curtains, a chronic midnight. Her eyes traced the 
outline of the boy on the far right sofa. He slept sound, a feeling she longed for. Another boy 
curled on the black rug. rhythmically snoring. It was just him and her awake. Tired, edgy, 
[barely awake. 

She looked down at the hand on her leg. Barely visib)e, the masculine hand with flesh colored 
;nail polish. She chuckled. 

'What, you don't like my nails?" his voice hoarse from hours of silence. She covered his hand 
.'with her clammy one. 
if? "I do. I really do," was all she could fester. Too much thought and the nausea of emotion. A 
*^'sore feeling, her t-shirt hurt. 

She just wanted to sleep. She only wanted to lie back on the couch, curled up next to him like 

S^a puppy. There were distractions. Dumb boy lust. 
She stroked his hand, it was a strangers hand but he made her feel known. She shook her head 
and pulled herself tnto the present. No time for recollection, only time to piss or puke, one 
of the two. And stood The blood rushed, overwhelming her and she fell back on the couch with a 
thud. He laughed with a slice of concern. Her wobbly knees, only good for collapsing. Yet 
determined to make it to the bathroom. 

-Pulled and pushed the face and realized it was her in the mirror. She touched and smiled at 
the reflection. A splash of cold water and she examined, the blood red soreness that rough meth 
|p hands caused. She hugged herself. 
I?] It was time to go and she collected her things, walked out the door into the early morning. He 



M 



sat propped against the bricks talking to the drunk guy from last night and the other one on 



! 

^ the swing, in his black dress and garters, lipstick and gloves. 

t& It was hard looking at them in the 10am light. They were strangers. She said her goodbyes and 
H walked down the cement steps and across the lawn to the car. She felt his eyes burn the back of 
f|j her head, her legs, and probably her ass too. uncomfortable. Maybe that's what it was for him. 
g|yeah. She only wanted to sleep. ,•• -"' ■■ " ■ ^ 1 
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-Hatchet Reviewz- 

Hole- "Celebrity Skin" CD. -Okay, I bought this for my roommate's birthday and couldn't stop 
listening to it myself. Never been much of a Hole fan but they have progressed with this album 
here. The lyrics are of the "glamorous tragedy" type but are written tactfully in my opinion. 
You can hear Stevie Nicks in Courtney's voice and Smashing Pumpkins in the music- but it's 
tight as hell. It's a very reflective album and worth it to those who aren't afraid to erloy a 
mainstream record. *** 4 «v 

Metal Massacre- compilation tape on "Destroy Tapes". -Metal up your fucking arse! I scored this 
beaut at a record shop in Yellow Springs (OH). I am one lucky bastard. This is rooted when 
trading tapes and making comps was the way to go. This is a British contribution, circa '88. of 
metal-crust gods: Bolt Thrower, Rattus, Axegrinder. Obliteration, Hellbastard, and Agressa. 2-3 
songs each and Agressa's vocalist gets the award for best Rob Halford wails. Axegrinder, 
Rattus, and Hellbastard get the award for full-fledge f ist-in-the-ai r brutality! One of the 
best scores of the year so far. (this review is dedicated to Skell. ya mad bastard!) *****! 
Callused- "The Masquerade" LP, Fired Up! Recs pob8985 .rnpls . ,mn . 55408. -Fuck yeah, just what I 
needed, a swift punk kick in the ass! Stacey mixss ringing and snarls and Jon throws in his 
2cents on occasion. And the fact that they break down with metallic parts and instrumentals 
gives them a more unique canvas to work with. Awesome shit. ***** 

state of Filth/slain- split 7" enslaved/smack in the mouth. -I am a huge fan of crunchy metal 
guitars and double bass, State of Filth have so many right on punk beats- influences from old 
UK crust mixed with faster more recent sounds. Slain use the same slow metal intro's and 
overlapping vocals with abusive lyrical messages to compliment. Definitely a worthwhile 7". 

The Promise Ring- "Nothing Feels Good" LP Jade Tree. -Okay I'll admit that it's kinds scary 
when you start getting into this kind of shit. I got made fun of for owning this record with 
it's bubbly carnival pictures and Twister dots on the cover. The Promise Ring play pop in the 
truest sense. Everyone owns a record that is a reflection of a time they need to remember, this 
does that for me. The lyrics are very obtuse strings of thought. Most of those reading this 
would probably commit themselves before putting this record on their turntable, but I think we 
all hold a special place for crap music. ** 

state of the Union- s/t LP Exist/Skuld. -This mutha is dark "pentagram-punk", chasing that 
Amebix feel. I'm into the wicked acoustic sounds and the nicely produced electric rage. The 
drums at time remind me of HHIG and the lyrics are darkly, deathly atheist, grrrrrrr!!! **« 
The Long Gones- "Prepare to Burn" LP Shake It Recs. -These are Cincinnati boys playing greasy 
mechanic rock n* roll. Very snotty, red-neck, country influenced, flaming 50's car, tattooed, 
blue jeaned, pompadored style. Get it? The recording quality isn't the greatest but that gives 
it it's charm. *** 

Twenty Third chapter- "An Eden for the Machines" LP Ohev. -After all the hubub it's finally 
here- the full length. Welding metal with hardcore with crust in a strategical and laboring 
manner. I say laboring because if you have ever seen them live you know they are slaves to the 
grind! Purely physical from start to finish. Lyrics are of the "might as well eat a bullet 
'cause we're all doomed" kind with samples from Planet of the Apes. Full color art work on 
cover and very impressive glossy-color lyric booklet. An all around serious effort here. ***** 
Hot water Music- "Live @ the Hardback" LP No Idea. -I can't understand how someone couldn't 
fall in love with this band and I can't say enough good things about them. HWM are not only one 
of the most fist in the 

air fierce bands around but just about the best live show you will ever see. I favor the live 
stuff over the studio because the audience are full participants, singing just as whole- 
heartedly as Hot Water Music themselves! This is an incredible recording with all the intensity 
of a live show in a slab of vinyl. It also comes with a glossy booklet full of live shots from 
that show at the Hardback and personal explanations of the songs I know and love, "live at the 
hard back" is a prayer fucking answered! *****i j 

Choking Victim- "No Gods No Managers" CD Hellcat. -Wow. I've been a big fan of CV since almost 
the beginning. Just some C-squatters playing crusty-ska and now they have their own CD now. 
Most of these songs are on their first demo "Crack Rock Steady" and I can't help but compare. I 
actually favor the shitty recording and gruffness of the demo, it has more style and character. 
I think. But I do like the new songs with the faster crustier edge and other's with the reggae 
groove. They've come a lot further than people would've expected. **** 

Hot water Music- "No Division" LP Some Recs.- I snatched this thing up as fast as it came out! 
Any new Hot Water fuels me for months .at a time and I know this definitely will. It isn't in 
the "traditional" sense of their style. The vocals are even more gruff than before, and they 
are experimenting here with a more straight forward style. Extra drumming, extra vocals on It's 
Hard To Know, and even slide guitar. For anyone who gets this I'm sure they will be magnetized 
to Driving Home like I am. So yet again another beaut from these guys. It is only getting 
better and that is something admirable. *****!!! 

React- "Dues Ex Machina" LP Fired Up! Recs.- Woah, this record reestablishes faith in punk 
again. Full on with the most intense female vocalists around. I had the pleasure of seeing them 
at Old Barn and it was a dream! "Touched by Violent Hands" is hands down the best song here, 

complete with sing style vocals and acoustic guitar. Very tribalistic in a sense. Definitely^ 
check this mutha out! ***** * J 



Lmns and Plane TickeU 



I've written to countless people, some meaningless bullshit and wastes of time. But there are friendships who have lasted years now. And one I 
of those was with him. Looking back at the first letters I would' ve never guessed the outcome, yet at the sametime it was all laid out for the 
future. Ready to happen with the most intense and unpredictable experiences that I could ever fathom. Truly unique and unforgettable. 

We wrote for two years pretty consistently and uncomfortable experiences proved to bring things closer and more frequent. I could count en 
him and his letters to soothe. He quickly became a good friend, a best friend even. I often questioned if that was possible with a three thousand SB 
mile gap between us. But another letter would come around, thick as hell, and I kl.ew, no questions asked.... t^',[~- Y~ •'-■ *." ISSJB^fiBfC 

We are all intrigued with the unknown. He was unknown to me yet very close. The mystery is always so exciting and intriguing. That mystery m 
was half the drive to write a ten page letter at any given time. And I often questioned myself. A lot of people were skeptical, which I think is H 
understandable. I spent all of my waking moments thinking of this. Asking myself why was it so easy to spill out so much gut to a potential 
stranger. It gets you. It's easy to be close when writing, close enough with intimate details yet far away enough to feel safe at a distance, t o W 

have your space and no commitments. But I knew that this would be a lifelong commitment. <frXg*^r "?•* < ^^1 

A frantic 4am phone call changed everything. All he had to say was "I need a friend" and I shopped around for the cheapest plane ticket to'^S 
LA. No questions asked, I'll be there. I spent so much of my time on him cross country, I could be there in person too. And yeah it was scary as fl 
hell, yet so familiar that I had faith. We all have our tinges of fear- but 1 never doubted him. ever. 2. "" - 1 -jjj 

And in the month or so that we waited for the time to arrive I went crazy. Totally find so completely consumed by the news and the idea of 
I staying with this literal stranger. We knew eachother, but not in person. I think we both expressed our idiosyncrasies and fears that the other H 
wouldn't be pleased with the overall package in person. I, being the stereotypical female worked myself to death trying to achieve some 
"perfect" body- and stressing myself out to the max in the process. And I'd quickly realize later that none of that matters when you are finally HmI 
I in theflesh. _ T£~^ -_..C~rl " I^-V Si ' Part Deux^. " " " -- '- ' ...7JIL~. ~" ^3p3 

1 My dad drove me down to catch the plane in Louisville- a good two and a half hours away. I still remember the day and the temperature. It / fcfl 
was extremely windy and what I wanted to be a meditative and calm ride down South ended up the most nerve wracking experience' My dad k^T wlL 
has a Jeep and we were literally being blown all over the rode the entire trip down. It was the kind of experience that could give someone an M T^ CT 
ulcer 1 Here I was trying to collect myself and my fears of the whole of the situation and the roof of the Jeep was flapping so hard in the wind ^<?f 
that we expected it to fly off! And not to mention pops yelling in the process. But we laughed and made sick jokes about finally making it to the« 
Louisville airport, but only as skeletons because our flesh was ripped from the crazy winds. I can always count on a sick laugh with him. . ^ScJP 
The airport was wide open and I couldn't fathom flying in the air. I had never done so and here I was experiencing it alone. I think it is so'^jBH 
amazing how we have these drives. I was doing all of this as if I were programmed. It's funny how emotion can push us to the edge, no & .J^hBBb 
limitations, nothing getting in the way. I'm really proud of myself for that and honestly couldn't see myself taking such a risk now. - ' "%-*%» 

My dad hugged me before I got on the plane and I realized that it was the first time we had hugged in atleast ten years. It was very emotional ^rfffl 
vet I kept my cool 'cause that's what I've been taught to do by the man himself. And it was time to leave... J^^Bi 

PartTroii ~2fl 

When we took off my lungs sank to my gut and I uttered "Holy shit!" as we unsteadily moved into the air. What a fucking rush! I loved being I 
on a plane from the start. I was looking down onto the Southern plains, through Tennessee and all the states that would lead me to Texas " nere B 
I would transfer over onto the plane that would take me to the small airport outside of LA. \ ■■ JsSi E, 

The Dallas airport was a huge U shape. I was on one end and the plane to catch was on the opposite. I ran almost all the way there. All the "*-*- 3 £E| 
while thinking of how glamorous this style of traveling was. 1 was used to crammed and beat up cars, uncomfortable positions with dogs on my gfl 
lap for hours on end. And here I was now boarding a plane that flies high above all of those punk rock travelers in their cheap cars, boxcars, or jgl 
hitched rides. . " tI!£Z3flli 

This plane was the one that would lead me and I was panicking a bit. The stewardess offered me dinner but I couldn't eat. Instead I answered fl B 
his last letter that he would be reading in person. In person. What a fucking thought! After three years and it was all coming together. Li kejhe^J B 
j jast piec e of the puzzle that would pull the full picture together. ^ Og| 

•- We flew through the sunset and the night. I looked down on the incredible lights of Las Vegas and watched the rain whiz by my window. It £ 
was a cool April night and we were about to land. h • . ' *£S£E9l 

That's when I really lost it. I asked the woman beside me if I has anvthing in my teeth, I fretted and fidgeted. This was it. I thought about how fl 
he would see me get off the plane. This was a small airport so instead of walking through a hallway into the port, we would be walking down /^F 
the stairs into the crowd. There is nothing worse than having to look for someone when they already see you. It's kuid of like that feeling ^tanJ^jjCj? 
someone calls your name in a crowd and you feel like the biggest idiot looking for the source. I don't think my heart ever raced like il did that*3%££ 
night. Here I was, never been on a plane before, never been to California, and never even met this person! And I was in his element for the ^ *h*\"> ' 
next seven days. - — ■-. " fr - »■* ~ i^flfc 

Trotted him as I walked down the stairs. He was standing with his big Mexican DJ friend and the guy's pregnant girlfriend. It wasn't hardtoj 
find them. I could see bio smile from the distance and the blood rushed to my face. All the anxiety built up and here it was going to CM ^^Sjff ' 

[face to face _ " _!_•_" ^ " "'■' _" *'"****2hHB 

. wTenibraced and I had a hard time looking him in the eves. I had a hard time grasping the fact that it was happening! And at the nsk ot ^jSEfc, 
/sounding cliche he was all that I expected and so much more' So completely overwhelming. On the ride to his neighborhood I couldn t tatJwm lgp 

that it was him, flesh and Mood, with his leg pressed to mine. I looked out the window at the huge Calilornia hills (something us ., ^gSflK 
I Midw esterners don't see much of) and he wouldn't stop looking at me. : . c _ . _ - . - ^ . \rcf-sflj3B 

He lived hTa Vietnamesecommunity and had a nice town house apartment with two other guys, who! didn't see much of. We went in his fl 
room and didn't come out for almost two days. We read letters and listened to comp tapes and made sure eachother was real with touch. Wefl 
fell asleep in eachother' s arms and he said it was the deepest sleep he had had in months v „. - ,- ^-a ; , .. . A -,; '. * JqKJ 

tell you the truth, I didn't see much oftne city? Hewou Id work in the night and we would ly around lazily all day, but it didn't matter to fl 
I me, we were so enamored with eachother. I couldn't get over the fact that I could feel so unbelievably comfortable with someone I had never fl 
! known in person. Feeling the first hug and the first kiss. It was the most overwhelming experience to explore someone you knowsoinuchoffl 

[emotionally and intellectually but not in a physical sense until now^»^^^m«M^HM mL 
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I We saw Anti-Flag play one night. They were old friends he hadn't seen since his days living in Pittsburgh. He wouldn't take his arm from 
I around my waist and it wasn't uncomfortable. I never felt like a coat hanger or the dumb girl who can't have an individ ual thought without 
I boyfriend around. No, I was an equal party, and I felt proud. We were like partners in crime, and - — - -*x.fc. . i ^^9IHB£l. 

for the first time in my life I wasn't intimidated. I never felt like I was below him, never unequal. Not once did I questioned oartlUSt I let 
myself get mushy and took the compliments with a squirm Like the night in the sub shop: "Do I have anything on my face 9 " 
jnewiB _ > t ■" -" 4"-* — r : — "V\hh shut up". 

ETs^t^lfe: ss S jsLxi zr£? t n,ions i m movms ■- *« — ^ - d -*■ >~ 

■ short kiss and III see you later. I had grown WaccuTmeu to £t£2!l ?,„*? "" "ZS "** '° leaVe Ttae was m ^ **J<* " 
gtodetach hrmsel. tha, day u the *£ but \ ^Set ta td b7e s t "" ^ ? '^ " d tad "* °™ ' *!}* * * 

PTm tatrTe, ^nl^ ^T '°, £ h ° me ,"" S ' eeP m my "^ (he idn '' have one > md * a 'one <° «"'•*' ^ ««* Like "me 
spent «, I**%-h» Ae elects department, loadtng up on candy and pens. And going to the Vietnamese market ,n the 

8BM 8 e ' " '° Ieave ' Uved on me memories that summer, even though I never got to see the ocean... . - 

iSAl^^^T^^^^, gave wayllndermg Oughts SBK3 « 
self conscious and vulnemKe at thl £0™ £, T^us ^i^vXT 0r retun ""f etters. And I contributed it to me. I was extremelv 

I summer was extremely depressing mere vZ ^ tune" JZ . ,w Th k r"*™ "^ ' " t **"* and Wa,ched " cnmble ™ e «* <* ^ 
my problems ,0 was now! source SfaS«K ffie^.ZtT T " ™?°<**^ «■ - P™» ■ *■»• sp.Ued 
opposite coast. . y " lr0m "^ taends ' had close to me and focused all my efforts on someone on 

b.?!? 5 ; ^ « "° !— "- "any SUSiSSSS &5L ~ ^.W ^ my " fe - d « me .0 Calffor^ 
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matter how manv times it's been «M lis-T • • j mgM ms "" m y 

- -fter somethmg l^e ^s ^d sw! bT^^Trf ? „ " ""* *"**** '""» Iovers <° me. It's even more sacred 

?SS£2*^ 8hauh ^^^^ssks^-^^*^ 1 ™*" 



k9 



n. 




••A 









.-Bi 



HI 






4J r A " j) 



15 






— ^^»r« 

_ 5 

hope 



Sec^ s owle rcc ^[ hcircl -h^ec c^d 






? ,^c- w^ywr ■- — ^.v r^ u^>^ ^^ irVMU se^vn U^e u^e ^r e ca^u 

» Hf |u*xh\ ujece de€*d. V%\dfn^ o^-H u-Wx> a»eMc cowv€ -ft> V^-nou). Av-aov^ <xvid on 
r ^ o>vA 0^ (Xnd On ay\d evier^ -hv\^ n^xlu Vv^cly "fr^s So 



5 



8 



s 



Here is an interview with Saira of Detestation conducted at a show in Warsaw. Poland on 10.4.98 by my good 
(pen) friend, Marysia, with the help of Martin Valasek and Ania. Since this interview I beleive Detestation have, 
called it quits and Saira is living in Belguim. but don't quote me on that) 




y 



3f^^ K ey:_M: Marysia, S: Saira, Martin: Martin g | A: Ai 

Marysia: Is it your first time in Eu rop e ? \ JMtffc^ VXSVM\ %& 

iSaira: Well, to tour yeah. I came with Masskontroll three years ago. but this is our first DetestatiorTtour 

[\\: Do vou see lots of differences between Europe and USA? ^M J&k^k MM* 
S: Yes. lots of differences. Pr**ty*dw3& eveiylhing is different. The number of people who come tol 
shows. Here's a lot more people and .he people who do come seem to be more interested in it. In the US if people 
go to shows at all it's usually no big deal to them, unless it's something like, you know, some UK punk band frornj 
The earlv 80's or something like that. For the most part people's attitudes are really apathetic towards shows. 
People get along better here. From what I've seen the punk scene here is not as divided. People here are more 
interested in helping the scene, they don't just go for the fun of i t. There are so manvdjfferencg thau^reallyj 
hard to sav all of them. ffr^# ^rlCVVJl^" 

M: What about other European countries and Europe' 

S: Well, yesterday it was really ''.liferent... &±JW7? 

What happened yesterday? ~jff\. y^m fv^^l^fcfcS BfcHfA * P^f FHAt\ 

S: It was really strange. We haven't been there very long. We got here at 3:30pm and all those football^U 
hooligans came. We couldn't tell if they were racist or not because we didn't know what they were saving. They' 
had football scarves and were acting dumb and \iolent l ike t hrowi ng bottles around. It was rea llv weird, it was a lot 
more macho last ni ght, and today it's all punks. 

I: Are there manv apolitical skinheads in Portland? L_ 
a: Yeah. For a long time there were no skinheads. They had a really bad name because > some skin 
heads who were racist were put in jail for killing someone like 8 or 9 years a^So^ftenhauh 
sk inheads even if you were S.H. AR^ people "Q^ffi^ 1 g.S| l . " 

M: In Poland there is a new- wave, like more and more skinheads.^BB I _ 

S: Exactly. That's how it is in Portland now too. It's becoming more popular to be an anti- racist sk in- 

head. But for the most pa rt they ar e still really setist and homophobic^umb^ 

M: So the punk and skinhead scenes are not united" 8u£ J 
_ S: It 's mor e like the skinhea ds hung o utwith punk s who like t o p 
M: I've heard you are doing a zine... ^_^ftf BOB 
S: Yeah I do a zinc called Diminutive Rage. I've done four issues so far a^tTrnTsu'vTrJr^nv 1 

un atincTof JST^l *? ^ ^ ' ** * ^ "■* USUa,1 - V » ^ rea,1 - v ™ d about ««£ SpTl 
dfnn't h" If* PUt a " i SSUC ° Ut " ThSre W3S a 2 year span ****** m > first and second issue, because'l just 
tt wT? lhing t0 !** 5 time ' gUeSS ' rve Put the 4rth issue out «& *» before I went on tour. That 
issue has 2 interviews with bands and 2 scene re-Dorts and an interview with a guv from Mexico he talks — 
andand^about ajot of stuff that goes around in Mexico right now and some other stuff. 
Martin Valasek: Do you get a lot of response" ^MiWQEA W '^W*WA 
S: I've sent it on; for a lot of people to review and most of the response I get is "Oh I saw your review 
Some people write back, sometimes I get letters about the certain thing I wrote like "oh I liked this or "I didn t 
like that .." "you know this is how I feel about it". It's nice because it's personal. I don't think punk rock is just a 
music, I think it's more than that. And I think people kno w it's more th an that but_ a lot of peo p^orgeno, - 
P concentrate on h ow they feel.^ 
I M: Do you know any Polish bands? n aTevery 

Jp rt - n ."~How doTou keqTthe band alive, because twice I've heard rumors that you have split up: 

S: There was a period when we didn't break up but we had a lot of problems. I was going to be out of 



together. 



the band. We j ust h ad an interpersonal problem with eachother 

Martin: But Vow you are over il°Yf$y&Nfri%^LLjjKJ& V^ 

S: Yeah, that's why we're here. We worked it out. There was a period when I thought t hat maybe we 

will either break up or I will be out of the band. The rumors seem to spreadreally fast., "* 
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J M: Is Detestation same people all the time or were there some changes? 
S: We have a new drummer, he has been with us for a year. The drummer on the LP quit last ^ 
summer in August Dominik. our new drummer, has been with us since September. 

u M: He is pretty wild. ' : <^i&ti*$fm: . ' ^ . 
fl S: Yeah. I love him. It has alwavs been me. Kclh . and Brian, and the drummer kept changing 
1 our old drummer, he just kinda played he didn't rcai h careabout the band Dominik cares aboutrtsoit smpn 
5 like a group, not me. Kelly. Brian, and a dnin 2jJl£^^^Sj53^) ^™ m If Ai 
1 M: Do you li\e (s/ctfcTwuTmusic? "^^^SB^g^J/ J| 4fc g ^ 

S: No. we're lucky if we get gas money everynTght. Eveiyc-BC just saved money, worked extralfart 

before we left and we are all just surviving on savings right now. I got hit by a car last year so I got money for 

li not that I wouldn't have am monev here ^ftJ'KI% ■ '■*' ^ * W ^ 



M: It was good luck! "(laughs) C^? l^UBBWSff/ JT XNX^"*. "~ *-* K>^, 
j£ S: Yeah. We got kicked out of our house. Everyone except Dominik lived together. Me, Brian, Kelly? 
j(£j and one of the guys that is touring with us. Frank. We lived together in a house but got kicked out just before we 
gSE left so right now we are homeless. It makes it easier because we don't have to pav rent while we're gone! (laughs)^ 



pa\ 



; A: So what are your future plans? 

i^^iSJlt^' ° f N ° Ve " &r « r '^^are going ,o do some Wvdfi* 

die tape ended* lere* thanks again to Marysia and her friends for the interview!!!- mollie 
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XSSUa II OUt NOW"! 

This i3 « crust/HC/PunH/3rin4l rims. 
|Xntarriov3 with Disclose. Stata Wankara. 
Tuoadopaivan Lapsat. an! CTTHJ 
Tons of cava, bullshit, racor* an4 

iiHSL 



Punk: a script 

I'm looking around and I see death 
I see stagnation. 
;"S?"J? still and smothered and decomposing \ 
* waters. 

I'm assuming that I'm supposed to take 
this lead. 

This is where the weak fall out of step 
and off the tracks. *^>1KJ$& - ■{ I 
Yet lets call it 'strong' "^SHIfe^ ■ 
swimming upstream on a down curren 



,Cal- 



l££ pM/^ * t\TOAV\T^ ^^^^^k fftm/j^ ~*\ * swimming upstream on a down currer 
-■ ~*+Cx ; LL^ Ukj Oi\ ' i $l(573j L Goin 9 out kicking and screaming \^0 
W*" m ^^-Z^^^Tl, ^irrTTr. * M i %l. a a L It's reinventing itself /■*$ 



[frten ntion* 
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►0 Box 580402 . Minneapolis. MN 
55458-0402. 



^ It's reinventing itself 

the sifting through of a million; 

generic extremities. 

I'm out like a light. 
i So half-assed . i . fV* 
/^ So half-hearted. »^N |J 

A guilty party in this swarm 

of ravenous flies to shit 

US 
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The End of Something 
, H n e t llv w ed ln a warehouse once. The SOB. Southern Ohio Beef. Used to be ; , C kine 

e had n au nC k indro? n r f ° U K d ? meat Cleaver 1n their bedroom - His ™2L& "were" crazy* 

,Hnew betLr ^-^ V- n -- rU1Se - S °-- 1 - S armS " Sa1d they Were from the wolf s P ide ^ ^ 
His room was on the 



of tiny bruises on his arms. Said 

*~.sm si* 

thin and he could hear'lhT" l °° r " " -"^ ^ "* " PCd MS reCOr ~ he " ^^ 
home-brew down the hall. 



creepy couple upstairs fucking, while another made swee 
lis girlfriend stayed most of the time. Took Vare of the millions of cats i 



and caused her 



yellei 



usual ruckus with the roommates. The place creeped her out a bit She 
jg^told me she watched a whore give a blow job in the alley from his bedroom once Ahh 
UKfthe community of Over the Rhine ^^ ^^^^^^^h^k 



m 

•ritiy nestled in the inner city yet distanced enough from the bustle of rush hour 
i/to ^'traffic. And too early for the local's routine car jacking and threatening r 



You could hear gunshots randomly through the night and pretentious local bands 1 
practicing in the warehouse across the street. But there were quiet moments too. 

morm 
mobs on 



ENET streets. Mornings were the best time there. 
7U r "* -=rrx-w«.. • «- 



the 



I don't think he 



Not even when there was 
>me-brew with. He jus 
girlfriend 



a great 



i/i u uor \V K ne ever en J°V e d his time there though. N< 
WhrnSnif /^H * ravelers to swa P stories and drink hor„ c 
^complained, about Mswa rped records and the cat piss and hi 

7soa Eventually'everyo^^v , ea^Tt l,l Th l eTsyc^couple upstairs split up, the spider bittel 
Hjfijguy went back to his parents, no more home-brew guy, and everything sort of fell apart 
K;JKLS!J,r?* PJ! n Pointing it. It happened and it feels like ages ago 
. His girlfriend, now on assisted living sees fSv! i oh^T^Th 1 ^^^^ 

featsi^ ^- - El Bags Izszs 



And he, well, 
*'A little 



he's gone. He ended up moving into an apartment with three other guys. 

more stable arrangement, but this time he was the crazy one. Always on speed 

\ii and blackmetal and babbling incoherent shit. That situation eventually split when his 

,/-,roommate found him hung from a tree in the back yard. Yeah. There was no pin pointing 

'it. No justification or way to make sense of it. It was just a point in time leading up] 

'* And I don't mean to sound crass or harsh, but 
think he would really care anyway. He 



but that's the way it went down. I don't 
didn't care about us minute people. He was what 

and?* 



\Iwas important. And for those who felt bad or were pissed off. calling him "selfish" and | 
/what not. that is bullshit. You can't do anything about it now. and probably couldn t j 



have helped then either. 
tl it has to be better than 



'pHcBv' "-=•■ 



I am hoping that he has found peace where he is. I know 

coMpo: * think about him often. We were never as close as some were to him. And I won 
ijl^ 3 pretend to have been his bestfriend now that he is gone. Like some tragic/romantic 
1/pSen storv - No - Bu t we did share times and he is the closest thing to me that has left 

^shco permanently. There is no reason to doctor it up and make it pretty anymore. No reason 
_^ to make excuses. It may have been a cry that went unanswered but there has to be no. 

Vpima' *^ , ^i , "T.2';* „ ,»„. ■* -\c** nf ne tncrpthpr I remember sitting at theirjS 



* 



It' was over a year ago and it brought a lot of us together. 
. rt . round table at Denny's with all of these strangers. Laughing and crying and recounting 
**i 'it all. Now we are apart again. Some went to drugs and lifelessness and some decided 



•v/GBl 



time here 



limited. Good came 



of the tragedy in 



wouldn't be 




v'v£c>!. 










Journals and Zombies and P.C. and Box Cars and Amebix 

. I don't write for myself anymore. I guess that's the biggest disappointment. Everything that 
.comes through is for Urban Arms. It's for an audience. I'm plagued by it and sometimes it's a 
subconscious thing. I know it's there and all the words are for the people so I get nervous and 
discouraged. When I was younger I wrote in a journal religiously. It's really interesting to 
look back and equate that girl with me: here and now. a lot of it was pathetic early teenage 
experimentation's and happenings. Total blurs of doing this and that. Going out and wasting time 
because that is"having a life". These days you'll find me on the back porch taking in the summer 
mornings and evenings. I get more satisfaction in isolated moments of calm and quiet than 
bustling about. 

These days I don't really find the need to keep a journal. In a lot of ways Urban Arms is my 
diary- only it happens to be a bit public. It is one of the few things I truly hold dear 
especially during down and uninspiring times (like the past 6 months have been). I have taken a 
shift in direction in that time so maybe the transition has caused a creative delay for me. I am 
no longer so ^ ,|spi red by punk anymore. All of the people :-nd bands and ideals that I gave so much 
of myself to 'and so much credit for hsve just ended up disa- pointments and wastes of my time. 
I've lost a lot of my naive and innocent posi -core-like attitudes about punk. I guess what it all 
boils down to is not having something to prove. I don't feel I have to prove jack shit to 
anybody. I don't have to prove how punk I am. how p.c. I am, if I have a life or know the "right" 
people, if I'm the staple vegetarian or vegan warrior, if I drink or smoke or make sexist 
remarks, if I wear the right attire, if I go to shows or am an anarchist .... I *m over it. It's 
like when I went to this b movie premiere in Cincinnati and some actor in it stood up and made a 
floo floo speech about how we're all aspiring film makers and artists and one guy in the audience 
said sarcastically, "No. I'm just living." It's the truth! We were just the audience wanting to 
be entertained by watching some silly gore-flick, not taking notes on how inspiring and 
educational it is to see zombies eat human flesh. 

I'm just living and not trying to show off or try to top anyone's deal. There are so many 
extremities around that it's exhausting just to be an onlooker. Everyone's busy proving and 
shocking. Proving they are ultra p.c. vegan sXe warriors while others are trying to defy and 
shock everyone with the complete red-neck asshole trend and the pc backlash. Both seem like so 
much work to me! Extremities are temporary, easily discouraged and easy to give up. How many .of 
these folks will be singing the same tune five years down the road? Not many I can guarantee. But 
who am I to say what's right and wrong of the "scene"? It's not like you haven't heard it all 
before. I know I've always skipped the pages when someone starts ranting on about the problems in 
the scene. And it's sad to see the ones who never grasp the true feeling of it. the passion and 
drive of punk, they merely scrape the superficial surface of it through patches and forties, big 
pants and X's, or whatever other stereotypical genre we equate with punkdom. And never going past 
that, never progressing. It's even more discouraging to see those pushing ten-plus years with 
this lifestyle and deciding to say 'fuck if and give it up because they can't understand the 
changes . 

But it is all a matter of change. I was once told that the 'fate' of punk rock is resting on 
my shoulders, because it is my generation that is taking over and "fucking it up". And that we 
are lazy and I should get out there and "do something". All I can really say to that is there are 
things happening right now which I don't even understand, but I sure as hell can't speak for 
everyone. As for being lazy, there are plenty of people out there who are doing a hell of a job 
no matter how tough it gets and they are humble and not bitter. Then there are some of us who 
just don't "do anything". This scene is based on who is doing what zine, in what band, booking 
this show, running that label and this collective, and the truth is not all of us are born 
leaders or do-ers. Through out the course of time there has always been the fear of change and it 
certainly doesn't stop at the punk scene. These same people who preach the "this isn't punk" shit 
had the same treatment when they were measly little squirts in j vast community of p. rocker 
veterans . 
It is a constant cycle and I guess that's where I get some relief. 

And here it is now. We all have our own ways of making things fresh and new. When I listen to 
Amebix I get overly excited and unconquerable even though I was only five when they were playing 
gigs in Europe, just like when I read books about hobos and watch empty box cars pass by. I'll 
never just randomly hop on. I guess that's what my writing is designed for. I used to say we 
write for ourselves but I don't think that's true. We all want approval and recognition for our 
efforts, even without having to prove anything. I don't keep a personal journal anymore because 
I've grown accustomed to this (via the "zine and through letter writing) and I'm realizing that it 
ain't so bad. 

fuck it all and fuckin' no regrets, 
mollie. 6.5.99 

Ctafc\£,OjV ~W> V300Y- t>One G~nc\ V^ee+V V?u C\M q$\\ 
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Dear Mollie: 26Decemberl998 3:17am cary, nc 

I picked up an issue of Urban Arms #3 from the guys of From Ashes Rise. I had seen them 
twice in one weekend and I guess I probably picked it up at one of those shows. Usually I 
approach cut & paste zines with contempt and jadedness simply because it's usually a 13yr. 
old punk kid expending energy on the 2000th Blanks '77 interview, reviewing records that 
came out a decade ago. writing pompous political articles that are pretty much rehashed 
Crass lyrics, and using it as a vehicle for talking r shit. I know everyone acts juvenile at 
some point in their lives, but the amount of zines that follow such a format continue to 
irritate me. That's what I thought Urban Arms was when I picked it up. Thankfully, I got 
around to reading the entire zine a few minutes ago and you are such an exception. Thanks so 
much for making a zine that totally breaks stereotypes. So, you ask, why do you stand out? 
It's your attitude, your ideas., they're so Not cookie cutter. There isn't as much original 
punk ideologies these days and I'm so happy to find someone else besides me that's 
questioning it. If you read zines and listen to records coming out these days, very few of 
them are saying anything that hasn't been said before. To me, punk's not daring anymore. I'm 
no longer challenged. ■' ...<e moved on. I sometimes think maybe it's always been this stagnant 
and it was just me that aged in and aged out. It's a possibility... The most intriguing part 
of Urban Arms #3 was what you wrote on the third page, the Code of Underground Behavior. The 
aspect of labels is something I've been thinking about for quite sometime. I guess let me 
begin with an anecdote. I, too went to a hardcore show recently. It was [cringe] Earth 
Crisis and Hatebreed. The fashion show inside was ridiculous. There were so many big 
athletic and designer labels from Adidas to Tommy Hilfiger and whatnot. Even I took the time 
to 'dress up' for the show in attempts to make a mockery of the whole charade. Ofcourse I 
got strange looks. I've always been all about. crossing the lines when it came to subgenre 
segregation. Who cares what someone else says, but to me, being in punk is about being an 
individual. If that means breaking some fundamentalist punk fashion rules, so be it. I'd 
rather be an individual than a punk kid. I went through the chore of alphabetizing my music 
collection because I'm an anally retentively compulsive kinda guy. Anyways, I have Braid 
next to Bane. Rainer Maria next to Reversal of Man. Man is the Bastard next to Madonna. Ida, 
Converge, the Promise Ring, His Hero is Gone. Anasarca. Prince. REM. etc etc. Honestly, how 
can you not appreciate DIVERSITY? In today's punk/hardcore/emo/whatever scene, it's all 
about fitting in and trash talking the ones that don't. What's really sad is that kids are 
taking these labels seriously. For the longest time, emo was considered a fucking joke, even 
among emo kids. I talked to someone the other day (@ gainesville fest)that said he was more 
emo than most because he was dressed better. You can believe how infuriated I felt. I'm 
supposed to be associated with that guy? Fuck! All labels really do is create boundaries. 
Boundaries become walls, and the higher the walls we build around us, the harder they are to 
scale. What can you do really, though? There's always going to be labels and people are 
always going to label you. I keep finding myself with the tag 'emo' 'straight edge" 'vegan' 
slapped on me when I'm neither. Sure, I emulate many adherent qualities of those labels, but 
I never made the conscious d-ecision to live within those boundaries. I like what I like and 
do what I do. Everyone's been calling me a sell out when I made the individual decision a 
few months ago to drink a beer. I never ever did call myself sXe, but I was labeled as such 
against my will. It's hard to escape nametags, but I guess we gotta keep shaking the 
superficialities off. 
About punk "fucking up" life. I totally agree with you when you wrote about how it was them 
who are at fault instead of blaming punk for their shortcomings. I'd have to say punk was a 
positive experience in my life. If it weren't for punk, I'd be stuck in am awful mainstream 
life of pseudo American society, probably studying engineering to rake in big bucks. Thanks 
to punk rock, I've been liberated to pursue my creative outlets, follow my dreams, and stand 
out as an individual. I'd have to say my future's looking alright since I'm in a pretty 
reputable design school doing awesome things. Atleast 1 can say I'm enjoying school. That's 
punk rock for ya! 

I wrote a column for the www.punkrock.net website about falling into and out of punk and 
the learning expediences from it. If I remember when I get up I'll include a copy with this 
letter. Anyways. I hope you found this ridiculously long letter entertaining and now feel 
the obligation to write back (ahem). Just from reading your zine. I can tell we don't have a 
lot in common superficially, but it's the ideas that matter, right? Rock on. -Vincent chung 

(What can I say to this but a million, thank you's!? Getting stuff like this is what makes 
anyone want to continue no matter how fed up they get. Thanks so much Vincent! -mollie) 

URBAN ARMS C/O MOLLIE HATCHET 3522 RIVER RD . #3 CINCINNATI, OH 45204 
tech-no-logic-kill crap: molliehatchet@yahoo.com 
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